GENEVA
ACT I

A May morning in Geneva, in a meagrely
office with secondhand furniture, much the worse for wear,
consisting of a dingy writing table with an old typewriter
on it in the middle of the room, a revolving chair for the
typist, an old press which has not been painted or var-
nished for many years, and three chairs for visitors against
the wall near the door. The stove, an undecorated iron one